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And doc him right, that anfwcring one foule wrong 
Liucs not to aft another. Be fatisfied; 

Your Brother dies to morrow; be content. 

I fab. So you muft be f firft that giues this fentcnce, 
And hce, that {ufters: Oh, it is excellent 
To haue a Giants (Irength: but it is tyrannous 
To vfeit like aGiant. 

Luc. That’s wellfaid. 

I fab. Could great men thunder 
As lout himfelfe do’s, lone would neucr be quiet , 

For cuery pelting petty Officer 
Would vfe his heauen for thunder; 

Nothing bat thunder: Mercifull heauen, 

Thou rather with thy fharpe and fulpherous bolt 
Splits the vn-wedgabk and gnarled Oke, 

Then the foftMerrill: Butman, proud roan, 

Dreft in a little briefc authoritie. 

Mod ignorant of what he’s moll affur’d, 

(His glafsie Effcnce) like an angry Ape 

Plaies fuch phantaftique tricks before high heauen. 

As makes the Angels weepe: who with our fpleenes, 
Would all themfelues laugh mortall. 

Luc . Oh,co him,to him wench: he will relent, 

Hee’s comming : I perceiue’c. 

Pro. Pray heauen (lie win him, 

I fab. We cannot weigh our brother with our felfc. 
Great men may Veil with Saints :tis wit in them, ^ 
But in the leffe fowle prophanation. • 

Luc. Thou’it i’th tight (Girle) more o’that. 

I fab. That in the Captainc’s but a ebotteri'eke word, 
Which in the Souldier is flat blafphemie. 

Luc. Art auis’do’that? more on'e. 

Aug. Why doe you put thefe fayings vpdh me ? 

/fab. Bccaufe Authoritie, though if erre like others, 
Hath yet a kind.c of medicine in it felfc 
That skins the vice o’th top ; goe to your bofome, 

Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That’s like my brothers fault: if it confeffc 
A naturall guiltineffe,fuch as is his, 

Let it not found a thought vpon your tongue 
Againft my brothers life. 

Aug. Shee fpeakes, and ’tis fuch fence 
That my Scnce breeds with it; fare you well. 

I fab. Gentle my Lord,turncbacke. 

Aug. I will bethinke me: come againe to morrow. 

//*.Hark,howlle bribe you:good my Lord turn back. 

Aug. How? bribe me? 

//?I,with fuch gifts that heauen (hall (Bare with you. 

Luc. You had mar’d all elfe. 

I fab. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted-gold, 

Or Stones, whofe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancie values them; but with true prayers, 

Th3t (ball be vp at heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rife: prayers from preferued foules, 

From fading Maides, whofe mindes arededisace 
To nothing temporall. 

Aug. Well: come to me to morrow. 

Luc. Goe to :’tis well ;away. 

/fab. Heauen keepc your honour fafe. 

Aug. Amen. 

For I am that way going to temptation, 

Where prayers croffe* 

/fab. At what hower to morrow. 

Shall I attend your Lordflhip? 

Aug. At any time’fore-noone. 

/fab. ’Satie your Honour. 


Aug. • From thee: eucn from thy vertue. 

What's this ? what’s this i is this her fault, or mine ? 
The Temptcr,or the Tempted, who fins mod ? ha? 
Not (he: nor doth (he tempt: but it is I, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne , 

Doc as the Carrion do’s, not as the flowre. 

Corrupt with vertuous feafon; Can it be. 

That Modcdy may more betray our Scnce 
Then womans lightneffe? hauing wafteground enonri, 
bnall wc defire to raze the Sanctuary ° H » 

And pitch our euils there ? oh fie, fie, fie: 

What doll thou? or what art thou eyfngeU* 

Doft thou defire her fowly.for thofc things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother liue 
Thceues for their robbery haue authority. 

When Iudges fteale thcmfelues: what, doe I loue her 
That 1 defire to heare her Ipeake againe? * 

And feaft vpon her eyes? what ii’tl dreamc on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

With Saints doft bait thy hooke: moft dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad vs on- 

Tofinnc, in louing vertue : neuer could the Strumpet 

With ali her double vigor, Art, and Nature 

Once ftirmy temper: but this vertuous Maid 

Subdues me quite : Euertiftnow 

When men were fond, I fmiMgjfed wondred how. Exit 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke and Prouofi. 

Duke. Haile to you,Prouofi Jo I thinkc you are. 

Fro. I am the Prouoft: whats your will, good Frier? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blclt order, 

I come to vifitc the afflicted fpirits 
Here in the prifon: doc me the common right 
To let me fee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes,that I may miniftcr 
To them accordingly. 

Pro. I would do more then that,if more were ncedfuil | 
Enter luliet. 

Looke here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 

Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 

Hath blifterd her report: She is with childe. 

And he that got it, fentenc'd: a yong man. 

More fit to doe another fuch offence. 

Then dye for this. 

Duk. When muft he dye ? 

Pro. As I do thinke to morrow, 
j haue prouided for you.ftay a while 
And you fhall be conduced. 

Duk. Repent you (faire one) ofthe fin you carry? 

Iul. I doe; and beare the fhame moft patiently. 

Du. He teach you how you fhal ataign your confcilce 
And try your penitence, if it be found. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Iul. He gladly learne. 

Du^ Loue you the man that wrong’d you? 

ltd. Yes,as I loue the woman that wrong’d him. 

Duk* So then it feemes yourmoft offence full a (ft 
Was mutually committed. 

Iul. Mutually. '; 

Dul^ Then was your fin of heauicr kinde then his. 

Iul. 1 doc confefle it, and repent it (Father.) 

Du. *Tis 
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a s chat the fin hath though. yaa*# MM. 

Which foctow is alwaies toward our felu«.not heauen. 
Showing we would not iparc hcanen.as w<1oue »r. 

Rut as we ftand in fcar-e, .. . . 

hi. I doc repent me, as it. is un etnll. 

And take the fhame with iov. 

Duke. There reft : , :'th*ot 

Your partner (as I hearc) muft die to morrow, . 

And l am going w;t.h inftrutf .onto h.m. 

Grace -oe with yo«, Beneaiette. . **«• 

hi 3 Muft die to morrow? oh miurious Loue 

ThatVefpits me a ifie, whofe very Wort 

Is ftill a dying horror. 

pro. ’Tis piety of -Him. i :• n ■ - xmnU 
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Enter Angelo. 

An. When I would pray,& tbinkj thinke,and pray 
To leuerall fubiefts; heauen hath my empty words, 
Whilft my Inuention, hearing not my Tongue, 

Anchors on Ifabcll: heaiym in my mouth, 

As if J did but onetychew his name, 

And in my heart the flrong and iwelling euilI 
Of my conception: the (late whereon I fludied 
Is like a good thing, being often read 
Growne feard, and tedious: yea, my Grauitie 
Wherein (let no man heare me) I take pride. 

Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaine: oh place, oh forme. 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 
Wrench awe from foolcs, and tye the wifer foules 
To thy falfe Teeming ? Blood, thou art blood, 

Let’s write good Angell on the Deuills borne 
Tis not the Deuills Crcft: how now ? who’s there ? 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. One Ifabell, a Siller, defires accefie to you. 

Aug. Teach her the way ; oh, heauens 
y Why doe's my bloud thus rmafter to my heart, 

Making both it vnablefor it felfe, 

And di lpoflefsing all my other parts 
Ofneceffary fitnefle? 

So play thefoolifli throngs with one that fwounds, 
Come all to help him, and fo (lop the ayre 
By which hee (hould reuiuc; and euen fo 
Thegenerallfubieft to a wel-wifht King 
Qiiit their ownc parr, and in obfequious fondnefle 
Crowd to his prefence,where their vn-taught loue 
Muft needs appear offence: how now faire Maid. 

Enter Ifabella. 

/fab. Iamcomctoknowyourpleafure. (me, 

^w.That you might know it,wold much better pleafe 
Then to demand what ’cis: your Brother cannot liue. 

/fab. Euen fo : heauen keepe your Honor. 

Aug. Yet may he liue a while; and it may be 
As long as you, or I .* yet he muft die. 

/fab. Vnderyour Sentence? 

Aug. Yea. 

/fab. When, I befcech you: that in his Rtprieue 
(Longer, or (hortcr) he may be fo fitted 
That his foule fickcn not. 

Aug. Ha ? fie,thefe filthy vices.Tt were as good 


To pardon him,that hath from nature ftolnc 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their fawcic fwectnes,that do coync heauens Image 
In (lamps that arc forbid : ’tis all as eaiic, 

Falfcly to take away a life true made, 

A^s to put mettle in reftrained meancs 
To make a falfe one, 

/fab. Tis fee downe fo in heauen, but not in earth, 
Aug. Say you fo: then I (hall poz.e you quickly. 
Which had you rather,that the moft iuft Law 
Now tookc your brothers life,and to redeeme him 
Giue vp your body to fuch fwcet vndeannefic 
As flic that he hath ftaind ? 

/fab. Sir,bekeue this. 

I had rather giue my body^then my foule. 

Aug. I talke not of your foule : our compel’d fins 
Stand more for number,thcnfor acccmpc. 

/fab. How fay you? 

Aug. Nay lie not warrant that .* for I can fpeake 
Againft the ihing I fay; AnTwcre to this, 

I (now the voycc of the recorded Law) 

Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life. 

Might there not be a chariticin firinc. 

To faue this Brothers life ? 

/fab. Pleafe you to dooT, 
lie take it as a perill to my foule, 

It is no finne at all,buc charitie. 

Aug. Pleal’d you to doo 5 c,at perill of your ionic 
Were cquall poize of finne,and charitie. 

/fab. That I do beg his lifc,ifit be finne 
Heauen let me beare it: you granting of my fuit. 

If that be fin,Ile make it my Morne-praicr, 

To haue it add$d to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of your anfwcrc. 

Aug. Nay,but heare me. 

Your fence purfucs not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Orfcemefo crafty; and that’s not good. 

/fab. Let be ignorant,and in nothing good. 

But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Aug. Thus wifdome wifhes to appeare moft bright. 
When it doth taxe it felfe .* As thefe blackc Mafques 
Prodaimc an en-fhicld beauty ten times louder 
Then beauty could difplaied: But marke me. 

To be receiued plaine. He fpeake more groffe : 

Your Brother is to dye. 

Ifab . So. 

Ang. And his offence is fo,as it appearcs. 

Accountant to the Law* vpon that paine. 

/fab. True. 

A*g. Admit no other way to faue his life 
(Asl i'ubfcribe not that,nor any other, 

But in the Ioffe ofqueflion) that you,his Sifter, 

Finding your felfc defir’d of fuch a perfon, 

Whofe creadit with the Iudge,or owne great place. 
Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-building-Law : and that there were 
No earthly raeane to faue him,but that either 
You muft lay downe the treafures of your body. 

To this fuppofed,orclfe to let him fuffer: 

What would you doe ? 

/fab. As much for my poorc Brother,as my felfe; 
That is: were I vnder the tearmes of death, 
Th’impreffion of keene whips,Tld wearc as Rubies, 
And ftrip my felfe to death,as to abed. 

That longing haue bin fickc for,crc Tld yceld 
My body vp to fhame# 

Aug. That 
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